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SOUL AWAKENING 
An Easter Song 


A tiny bud opened its petals so red, 
And smiled at the radiant sun, 
“Last year when you saw me all faded and dead, 
You thought my life’s work was done. 
But now I am glowing with vigor anew, 
I reach up and am kissed by the sun, 
So list, while I whisper this lesson to you, 
All life is eternally one.” 


A grey little cocoon now lying so still, 
You thought it must surely die, 

One day it burst forth with a glorious thrill, 
And out flew a bright butterfly. 

So now I will give you this message so true, 
We learn from the dear butterfly, 

The Spirit within doth our bodies renew, 
For life can never die. 

—From “Joy Bells of Truth in Song,” by Jessie Bell 
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Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription 


I want to visit you every month, for | have many good things in 
store for you, but of course | cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth, 
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AN EASTER STORY 
Crocus and Crutches 
Lucy C. KELLERHOUSE 


3 HUMP, thump, came Freddie’s crutches up my 
garden walk. I opened the door and lifted 
the dear little follow up and carried him to a 
great, easy chair. He scowled a little bit as 
if he did not like it. 
““You treat me like a baby,” he said. 
“Well, dear, I won’t carry you any more; 
but you did come to my door on fours, like a 
baby, didn’t you?” 

Freddie looked down at his two dear, God-given feet, 
then over at the two man-made ones lying, disgraced upon 
the floor. 

“Well, you are going to make me so as | can walk all 
right, ain’t you?” 

will,”’ I replied. 

“I didn’t feel like coming out today—yes, I did feel 
like coming, but I felt, oh, so tired.” 

The little fellow sighed, and leaned back. His cheeks 
were as white as lilies, and his body as frail. The dear 
child-face was thin and drawn and sad. But I could see 
the brave child-spirit shining back of the clouds from the 
boy’s eyes; and knew that he, God’s child, would conquer. 

The lids drooped over the big blue eyes; then spirit- 
ually, I took the child in my arms and carried him to the 
Father. 

A half hour later, Freddie opened his eyes with a sigh 
of contentment. The child-spirit shone braver and brighter 
through the little face. 

“T am going to be well I know,” he said. 
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“Yes, dear, you are. Will you come out and look at 
my garden?” 
“Garden!” said Freddie, “why there’s nothing but 
snow growing in it now.” 


“*Are you quite sure? Well let’s go and look at it any- 
how.” 


“All right, but I s’pose—I s’pose—I’ve got to have 
my crutches.” 


He looked doubtfully at his legs of painted wood still 
lying on the floor. 

“Tf you want them, have them. It is too bad that they 
can’t walk over to you, isn’t it Freddie? They are not of 
much account. See, I have to carry them to you.’ 

Then Freddie adjusted his crutches, and thumped out 
after me into my garden. There it was, all white and 
smooth still with snow. 

“Tt does seem as if nothing would ever grow here, 
doesn’t it?”’ he said, “‘just as it sometimes seems that I never 
will be well and strong. But away off in the summer time, 
everything will be growing here; and I s’pose away off, 
some day, I'll be well.” 

“Why say away off? I am not going to wait until 
summer for flowers in my garden. My crocus will bloom 
long before the weather is warm. There is Life down 
under the snow, only we cannot see it just now. But we 
know it is there. So there is Life and Health and Strength 
in you. We may not be able to see them just yet, but we 
know they are there. 

- few days later, Freddie’s crutches tapped upon my 
porch. 

“T’m almost frozen stiff,’ he said as I opened the door; 
and Freddie and a cold gust of wind came in together. 
““My wooden legs don’t feel this cold anyway.” 

“Then perhaps God made a mistake in not making both 
your legs wooden, and putting a coat of paint on them.” 

“No, no,” said Freddie. 

He sat down in the big, soft chair and closed his eyes. 
And this time, in the beautiful Silence, I did not take the 
child in my arms and carry him to the Father; but I took 
him by the hand and led him into the Healing Presence. 

He fell asleep, and for a long while I left him slumber- 
ing in the great chair. When at length he opened his eyes, 
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they were bright and shining, and one small pale pink rose 
had bloomed among the lilies on his cheek. 

“T feel better,” he said. 

““You are better. Come now, let us go out and look 
at my garden.” 

“It’s dreadfully cold. I just thought of scurrying 
home, but I guess it won't take long to stop and look at 
your garden. There ain’t a remarkable lot of things 
growing in it yet.” 

e wind blew sharp and biting into our faces as we 
stepped out. It had blown the soft white snow all off of 
my crocus garden, so that only the bare, brown earth was to 

seen. . 

““My crocuses are almost ready to bloom,” I said. 

Then Freddie looked disdainful, and thumped the cold 
hard ground with his crutch. 

““Yes,”’ I repeated, “‘my flowers are almost ready to 
bloom, and my boy is almost ready to be well.” 

A few days before Easter Sunday, Freddie came to my 
door again. 

“Still on fours>”’ I asked. 

““Yes,”’ he replied, a little cross thought scratching a 
scowl upon his face. “My baby sister can walk better 'n 
me. I am filled with ’scouragement.” 

“T am filled with encouragement. That is what you 
meant to say, isn’t it Freddie?” 

. Freddie blushed a little as he settled down into the big 
chair. 

“I wish you would talk to me,”’ he said. 

“T have been talking to you a great deal, only your 
mortal ears have not heard. And my garden has been talk- 
ing to you. It talks through your eyes. But I will talk to 
you with my spirit through my lips, if you wish.” 

And I sat down close beside him, and told him of God, 
whose beautiful Presence is everywhere, and how all we 
- have to say is ““Thy will be done,” and that it does not 
mean that God would will sorrow and suffering for us, but 
that he wills us health and strength and joy. 

“*Now dear child, hold the thought of God’s beautiful 
will—his willingness to bring you health and strength and 
freedom; and we will go into the Silence.” 

And this time I did not, in spirit, lead him by the hand 
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into the Presence of the Father, for I knew with his white, 
strong thoughts, that the child walked by my side. 

““Now we will go to see your garden,” he said, as he 
opened his eyes. “I have a mind not to use my crutches; 
but perhaps I’d better.”” 

“Tf you really and truly had a mind not to use them, 
you would not. Well, out into the garden we go.” 

““Whew!”’ exclaimed Freddie, as I opened the door, 
“it’s still awful cold, ain’t it? I guess there ain’t much in 
the way of flowers yet.” 

“*Let’s see,” I replied. 

“*Well, there is something growing here,” cried Freddie; 
“‘a tiny green plant. How did it ever push its way up 
through that hard ground? I s’pose it'll have a flower on 
it when the weather is warm—if it don’t freeze to death 
before.” 

“You s’pose a great deal—I know. This is a very 
spirited little plant, Freddie. I doubt if it waits for such 
luxuries as warm air and plenty of sunshine before it blooms. 
It has life in it, and is willing to manifest it. It says, ‘J am 
and I will.’ ” 

Freddie hesitated before grasping his crutches firmer to 
walk home. ‘“‘I am growing stronger every day,” he said, 
“but it just seems that I need my wooden legs yet.” 

“Tt seems, that is true, but it only ‘seems.’ It never 
seemed so to my little crocus. It just pushed bravely up 
through the cold, hard ground. It didn’t use crutches.” 

Freddie did not say any more, but I knew he was think- 
ing. ‘‘Come to me Easter,” I said. 

On Easter morning he came to my door, plumper, 
brighter, sweeter than ever before. 

“I feel so well, all except my legs; but they’re getting 
ever so much stronger.” 

“T will not treat you today, Freddie,” I said. 

“Why? "Cause it’s Sunday >” 

“No, dear child,”’ I replied laughing. “‘I will just 
give you another little object lesson, and then if you think 
you need a treatment, you may have it. Come out to the 
garden.” 

“Why,” he exclaimed, “‘it’s bloomed.” 

There was my little crocus plant, holding aloft its 
glorious crown of golden petals. All around it were other 
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budding crocuses, sprouting like a fairy forest. We said 
nothing, but looked at the brave little plant that had con- 
quered the great forces of winter. It had caught the sun- 
shine out of the cold air, and held it triumphantly aloft. 
There was no bud or tree, no grass blade on the ground, but 
here was Life. 

Presently Freddie spoke, “‘It is a miracle,”’ he said. 

““No, dear,” I replied. ‘“There are no miracles unless 
it 4 : miracle to be weak and sick. God’s beautiful Law 
is Life. 

For a long while Freddie stood as in a dream, but I 
knew that thought, like Life, was at work within him. 
Then he turned toward me a face as radiant as the sunshine 
of the crocus flower. 

““True,”” he said, “‘with God there is never any waiting. 
I don’t need to wait and wait to be well, I can be well 
quick—right now.” 

He studied the little golden miracle again; then he 
dropped his crutches to the ground. ‘You can use them 
for kindling,” he said. 

He walked to my side, and putting out his arms toward 
me, he drew down my face to his and gave me a dear kiss, 
then he went home with radiant face and the brave con- 
quering child-spirit shining through his eyes.—Reprinted 
from “‘Wee Wisdom’”’ of 1895. 


THE BEE’S WISDOM 


Said a little wandering maiden 
To a bee with honey laden: 
“Bee, in all the flowers you work, 
Yet in some doth poison lurk.” 


“*That I know, my little maiden,” 
Said the bee with honey laden; 
“*But the poison I forsake, 

And the honey only take.” 


““Cunning bee, with honey laden, 

That is right,”” replied the maiden. 

So will I from all I meet, 

Only take the good and sweet.” 
—Selected. 
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SMILES IN THE WORLD ARE BEST 


Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 

Said Smile-Ups, “Have you seen the moon, 
and all the bright stars, too, 

And have you seen the merry sun? How 
cheerful, it is true! 

If you have seen all these, my dears, you never 
can be sad; 

For they are shining through the years to make 
the people glad. 

So, take a pattern after them, and let your light 


Wh 
so shine, 

That you shall clap your hands in glee and 
never more repine. 

The birds are smiling, too, you know—they 
chuckle in their throats, . 

And every beast within the field, amidst the 
wheat and oats, 

They smile while at their dinners, they smile, 


too, at their play, 
And all the world should onile. I ween—if 


Smile-Ups had his way!’ 
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WEE WISDOM’S FUTURE 
VERYTHING about us is taking on the color 


and action of Spring. Where was brown 
earth and bare trees such a little time ago, now 
as if touched by a Fairy’s wand, has appeared 
the brilliantly garbed children of Flora, and 
the bare trees are a-flutter with the soft filmy 
garments of tender green. And we know of a 
truth, their great trunks are unpacking the won- 
derful fabrics that were provided last summer through the 
industry of the leaves. Perhaps you didn’t know it, but all 
through the summer days, while you were lazing under the 
delightful shade they* provided, every little leaf was busy, 
taking from the sunshine and the shower, and the brown 
earth, material for this Spring display. 

If you noticed carefully you saw the tree limbs, after 
the leaves had fallen, covered with little brown bundles. 
In these tiny bundles were packed all the precious finery 
- that is coming into sight this Spring. Some held the blos- 
soms and the fruit, and some leaf-workers. You will never 
look at a dear little leaf again without remembering what a 
faithful and willing worker it is, and how like your own 
busy little thought, it is acquiring material out of which 
comes the beauty and substance of Life manifest. 

And this brings us right up to our subject—Wee Wis- 
dom’s future. Many of you have wished there were more 
room for stories in our little magazine, which of course is 
not possible, with its sixteen pages. When you ask, “Why 
not make it larger, then>’’ our publishers will answer, 
“Why! her wardrobe and traveling expenses already ex- 
ceed her income.” 

This then is a question to be thought about by our Wees 
and Boosters. Shall you each, like the little leaf, store up 
something for Wee Wisdom’s new growth? What say 
you? Some of the money-substance that flows out to movies 
and candies and other sense luxuries, might be gathered 
into a little bank, and made to contribute to the wished-for 
growth of your Wee magazine. 

Wee Wisdom comes to you this month in her Easter 
dress, double her usual size, but which is the size she would 
adopt with her double subscription price. Isn't this a splen- 
did number? And wouldn’t you like to see her coming 
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laden with such good stories and poems and letters every 
month? We have a number of good writers to furnish 
stories and poems for a larger magazine, and an artist to 
illustrate them for us, so let us see if we cannot follow the 
lesson of the leaves, and “‘store up’ the increase in her 
traveling expenses. If we can do this, Wee Wisdom will 
attend her own birthday party in August, quite a grown up 
young lady. 

We shall expect to hear from all the Boosters in regard 
to this—in fact we shall put it to a vote, and all in favor of 
a bigger, better Wee Wisdom, signify by saying, ““Aye.” 

How great shall the future of Wee Wisdom be? 


THE PIRATES DISCOVERY 
MILDRED KNuDsON (13 years) 


Once there were two boys who were fond of playing 
pirates. Their names were Jack and Burr Smith. Every 
day they dressed themselves up with a sword at their side 
and red handkerchiefs about their necks. 

One day, as they were walking along the road, they 
saw on a hill something that looked like a cave. 

“*Let’s go up and explore that hole,” said Jack. 

Burr was willing and said, ‘““What if we should find 
lots of money?” 

They went into the cave and began to dig around. As 
Jack was digging he struck something hard and said, “I 
have struck something hard like a rock.’” He dug it up 
and found there were six glass cases, with one dozen pencils 
in each. 

Being pirates they divided the cases, but decided to 
bury them again and leave them in the cave. They did so 
and went home. 

The next day the pirates saw a notice in the paper of the 
robbery of Hall’s stationery store, and listed among the 
things stolen were the six cases of pencils. 

“What if we were found with the stolen property in our 
possession?” asked Burr. 

They thought it over, and decided that it would be best 
to return the property to the rightful owners, so the next day 
they returned the cases to Mr. Hall. He gave them a re- 
ward of five dollars, and said, ““You are God's honest 
children.” 
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JAMIE’S THOUGHT GARDEN AND HOW 
HE MADE IT 


[Note—This little story was sent in by a friend a number of 
years ago, and though we printed it, we have never learned the name 
of its author. It has met with such hearty approval, and has been so 
repeatedly asked for, in book form, that we have decided to reprint it, 
and would be glad to give credit to the real author, could she be 


found.] 
Chapter I 


H Uncle Max, see that great big robin there by 
your hoe. I could hit him as easy as anything, 
I believe.” 
Uncle Max straightened up, and looked 
over at the small boy with the wheelbarrow. 
“Why, Jamie Burton,” he said in a 
shocked tone, “I thought you belonged to the 
Audubon Society that didn’t hit birds.”” 
‘Oh, I wouldn’t really hit it, you know,” Jamie de- 
clared, hastily dropping the pebble he had picked up. “I 
was only thinking what an easy shot it would be and was 
going to shy this stone towards the robin.” 

“Only thinking! I don’t believe you know what a 
thought is.” 

““It’s—it’s something in my head,”’ said Jamie. “‘It’s 
made out of brains, I guess.” 

““Yes, yours is the big box that holds the brain cells, 
which are the little boxes full of thoughts. But the thought 
itself is a thing like this.” 

““Not a seed, Uncle Max. Why, that’s a big white 
flower seed, and I never saw a thought.” 

“How about this pansy seed? You don’t call that 
big? And there are a great many seeds that you couldn’t 
see at all without a microscope; so just their not being 
‘seeable’ doesn’t prove that thoughts aren’t seeds. Be- 
sides, you see them after they have sprouted and grown— 
and feel and hear them, too, sometimes.’ 

“And do people plant them just like other wiih Uncle 
Max? What do they look like after they grow? I never 
planted any of them, did I>” 

“T think you were planting one just when you spoke 
about hitting that robin. If I hadn’t helped you to pull it 
up quick, before it had time to take root, it might have 


4 
id 


10 WEE WISDOM 


grown into action in spite of your Audubon pledge. It 
isn’t safe to plant thought-seed unless it is a very good 
variety.” 

Jamie looked down at the gravel path sheepishly. 
“‘Have I planted any other kind of thought-seed this morn- 
ing?” he asked after a minute, ‘‘anything better than that?” 

“Indeed you have,”’ replied Uncle Max heartily, giving 
a loosened sod a toss to one side. ‘““When you were lacing 
your shoes and the strings got tangled you sowed some 
good patience seed, and covered it all up snugly with smiles 
and good nature. The flowers that grow on those plants 
will make a beautiful corner in your thought garden.” 

“Have I a whole garden of thoughts?’’ questioned 
Jamie, pressing so closely to his uncle that a bit of earth 
flying from the spade hit him squarely on the nose. ‘“What 
else is growing in it.” 

““Well, there are some things that I should dig up, if I 
were you, before they crowd out some choice plants. You 
see how I am going for this chickweed. If I left it we 
— have a single sweet pea for your mamma’s birth- 

ay. 

Jamie sat on a big stone very quietly for a while, rather 
thinking the subject had gone far enough. Uncle Max was 
a funny fellow, he said to himself. He wasn’t preachy, 
like Uncle Morris, nor cross, like Uncle Giles, but he 
made you want to be a good boy more than either of them. 
He lets you have good times, too, and his pretty cottage 
here in the suburbs had hardly a thing in it that a boy 
mustn’t touch. Then there was Fleet, the black horse, and 
Patsy, the spotted house-dog, besides Tabby Gray’s family 
of round roly poly kittens tumbling about in the barn. Yes, 
it was luck for Jamie that he had a nice Uncle Max, since 
papa’s business took him and mamma to England so long 
before school was out; and it was also lucky that Mrs. 
Flynn, the housekeeper, liked little boys and said that they 
did not bother her except when they were naughty. 

“*Heigh-ho!”” exclaimed Uncle Max, just then. “That's 
a tough old customer.”’ He was bearing all his weight upon 
the spade, prying at a burdock plant which showed several 
lusty green leaves, damp with the chill dew of April. 

Jamie bent down and tugged at the coarse root until 
he was out of breath. 
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““My, how it hangs on,” he gasped. ‘‘And such a 
rough, homely thing, too, taking up the ground where we 
want our ’sturtiums. I haven’t any mean old weeds like 
that in my garden, have 1?” 

Tall Uncle Max leaned against the apple tree and 
pushed his cap back, looking down with kindly eyes upon 
the little boy’s upturned face. 

““Well,”’ he said, shaking his head seriously, ‘when I 
saw you kicking Patsy yesterday because he ran off with 
your ball—’”’ 

Jamie’s cheeks got suddenly red. 

“T get mad awful easy,”’ he said, trying to laugh, 
“but I get right over. it.”” 

“T hope Patsy’s shins got right over it, too. But you 
see I knew there was a burdock that needed attention 
pretty badly.” 

Jamie came in front of Uncle Max and stood very 
straight, with his hands deep down in his pockets. 

“T’d like to dig it up, honest, Uncle Max,” he said, so 
earnestly that his voice trembled a little. “It would please 
my mamma, you know. I'd like to have a splendid thought- 
garden to show her when she gets back. Won't you help 
me about it?” 

“Good speech, old man,”’ cried Uncle Max, slapping 
Jamie on the back quite as if they were both young men 
together. “‘We’ll go right at it, you and I. We'll root out 
the thistles and rag-weed and plantains and briars, and sow 
things that are worth while. We'll have ‘the white flower 
of Chivalry,’ and the ‘Red Rose of Courage,’ and ‘Sun- 
flowers of Happiness’—”” 

**And—and some Hollyhocks of Fun’ won’t we, Uncle 
Max?” Jamie broke in eagerly. 

“Sure thing! It wouldn’t do to leave them out. And 
perhaps we'd better tuck in some for-get-me-nots to take the 
place of that didn’t-think weed we shall have to pull up.” 

“Yes, and something to help me keep track of my own 
clothes, and ’member where my clean collars are,”’ added 
Jamie. 

“**Bachelor buttons of Self-Reliance,’ to be sure,” 
laughed Uncle Max. “‘I never saw a garden that was a 
garden that didn’t have some, did you? Only we'll be 
careful not to get too many, because I know a chap who’s 
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having trouble with a certain kind of love-pinks on account 
of somebody’s bachelor button bed.” 

Jamie looked interested. 

“‘Love-pinks must be nice flowers,”’ he said, his eyes 
shining, ““We’ll plant lots of those, won’t we?” 

““That’s what we will, old fellow. We'll have all sorts 
and colors; big fringed carnations for your lady mother and 
one or two others; bunch pinks for all the people we know, 
and grass pinks for every. living creature.” 

“That'll fill up the garden, won’t it>’’ queried Jamie, 
doubtfully. 

“The strange thing about that is, Jamie boy, that the 
more love you have growing, the more room there is for 
other nice plants; and the better they flourish. You simply 
can’t get too much love in a thought-garden.” 

“‘Nor too many hollyhocks, either, I guess,”’ said Jamie. 
“I’m going to plant just bushels of them, so they'll keep 
growing, and when I’m a big man like you I'll have fun 
all the time.” 

“‘Big men’s fun is apt to be more like poppies, Jamie; 
“You grasp the flower; its bloom is shed.” The only way 
to have real fun all your life is to plant the right kind of 
thought-seed when you're a boy; so we will look after 
these hollyhocks good and sharp, that’s a fact. And now 
suppose you give Patsy a race for the house. I believe I 
heard the breakfast bell, and Mrs. Flynn might get nettles 
in her thought-garden if we kept her waiting.” 


Chapter II. 


One May morning Jamie hurried out of the house so 
fast, to join Uncle Max at his weeding, that Pussy Gray, 
who had got her babies up bright and early to wash their 
faces on the back porch, in trying to get out of his way ran 
between his fat little legs and tumbled him off the steps into 
the dirt. 

Jamie reached out to pull Pussy’s tail for her naughti- 
ness and he meant to make it a good hard pull, too; but just 
then he happened to notice a small burdock plant that had 
taken root next to the wall, and he drew his hand back 
quckly and pushed it down deep into his pocket. 

“‘There, old temper-weed, I didn’t plant you, anyhow,” 
he said happily; and the whistle which came from his puck- 
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ered up lips as he started down the walk made a blackbird 
on the grape arbor perk its head on one side, admiringly. 
Jamie kept on whistling till the tune would not go right; then 
he said, looking about him: 

“Your garden is getting awful pretty, Uncle Max. 
Wish I could raise thought-posies like these. I guess my 
mamma won't think I’ve got much of a garden.” 

“Oh, ho, Mr. Gardener, that’s a nice way to talk about 
your own property. Why, I’ve seen a whole lot of lovely 
flowers popping up their heads, this last month. You hold 
this basket while I pick the pansies, and I'll tell you about 
them. First, there were some brave little snowdrops of faith 
in the judgment of we grown-ups who thought it best for 
you to be my boy fot a while. And there were crocuses of 
obedience—such bright, sunny little blossoms that cheered 
every one who saw them. Then there were daffodils of 
hope that made you expect good times even with your best 
playfellow so far away.” 

““You’d make a real nice mamma if you had more 
practice, Uncle Max,”’ said Jamie kindly. 

“Thank you, Jamie; I never had much chance to 
practice before. Aind there are hyacinths of gentleness and 
narcissuses of self-control growing in every single spot where 
you have kept one of those temper burdocks from sprouting. 
There are lilacs—”’ 

“Why, it’s just like your garden. I didn’t know I was 
as pretty inside as that.” 

“Yes, your garden is keeping pace with mine first rate, 
and it is a great deal nicer than mine because your flowers 
will bloom the year around, if you take care of them, while 
mine will have to stop to rest.”’ 

Jamie looked pleased. ‘‘I’m glad I have some lilacs,” 
he said, “* ’cause they grow tall, like big folks’ flowers.” 

just what they are—manliness and pluck. 
Little boys who aren’t babyish when they feel lonely or 
break their toys or get tumbled off the steps are the ones 
who can raise thrifty lilac bushes.” 

“My! I guess I have got a pretty nice thought garden,” 
said Jamie proudly. ‘Howard Jennings must have an 
awful scrubby looking patch. I guess it’s ’most all weeds 
*cause he makes faces and calls names at the rest of us 
fellows every night when we're coming home from school. 
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And he has the meanest dog. It just snaps at you and 
why, what’s the matter, Uncle Max? What are you pulling 
my hair for?” 

““Was it your hair I pulled? I was trying to get hold 
of that miserable thistle in your pink bed. You didn’t 
want it there, did you?” 

Jamie shook his head in an embarrassed way and 
twisted a button on his blouse till he found his voice. Then 
he said, meekly: 

“My Sunday School verse yesterday was, ‘Pray for 
them that spitefully use you,’ so I suppose I ought to pray 
for Howard Jennings and that mean—that snappy little 
dog of his ’stead of saying prickly things about them 

“T think first of all you'll have to plant a few love pinks 
for Howard and his dog. You see there was a wise poet- 
man once—” 

“Was it you, Uncle Max?” 

“*No, it wasn’t any one-horse magazine poet. His name 
was—" 

“Fleet is a nice horse if there is only one of him.” 

“Well, this chap had a better horse. His name was 
‘Pegasus’ and he had wings. He used to take the man 
way up high where the nicest primrose-flowers of poetry 
grow; and one he found was this: 

‘He prayeth best who loveth best all things, both great and small; 

For the dear Lord who loveth us, he made and loveth all.’ 

Jamie drew his forehead into a puzzled frown. 

‘God doesn’t love worms, does he, and darning needles 
and toads>?”’ he asked doubtfully. 

“**He made and loveth all’ was what the poet-man 
wrote. And there was another poet, only this was a 
woman, who found this primrose thought: 

‘The tiniest living thing 

That soars on feathered wing, 
Or crawls among the long grass out of sight, 
Has just as good a right 
To its appointed portion of delight 

As any king.’”’ 

“H’m,” said Jamie thoughtfully, “I'll be carefuller 
after this not to hurt little crawly things and little hoppy 
things that I don’t have to hurt. I guess I can love Sport 
some, too, ‘cause he probably has a good time snapping; 
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but Howard—he uses me so spitefully that I believe I'd 

better pray for him first, so I can love him easier.” 

“I’m afraid your prayers won't blossom that way, 

Jamie.” 

is Pa prayers thought flowers, too, Uncle Max? What 
in 

“Lilies, I think, laddie; pure, fragrant, lilies of the 
valley, like those over yonder, if they blossom only for God, 
and mottled, showy ones, such as we shall have later in the 
summer, if people are expected to notice them. Water- 
lilies, like those in the park? I think they must be the 
prayers of the people in trouble, turning their hearts up to 
God with ‘deep waters’ all about them and ‘miry clay’ 
under their feet. Then the loveliest one of all, the Easter 
lily—that is the prayer of the perfectly pure soul that never 
has any bad thoughts; ‘thinketh no evil,’ you know. We'll 
all have Easter lilies in our hearts some day, Jamie boy, but 
we shall have to raise a good many love pinks first. We 
shall have to learn to love even little dogs that snap and 
little boys that make faces.” 

Jamie sat down on a big stone to study the matter out. 

“I ’spose the mean things Howard does are the thistles 
in his thought garden poking through the fence into mine, 
aren't they, Uncle Max?” he asked by and by. 

“I’m afraid they are, old man, and you'll have to look 
out that they don’t take root on your side. But I think he'll 
pull them up when he sees the fine pinks you are going to 
raise for him, with their gay little blossoms of smiles and 
kind acts.” 

“*He’d think I was laughing at his old clothes if I kept 
smiling all the time.” 

‘Then let’s try one of your hollyhocks of fun. Sup- 
pose we take him driving with us this afternoon. Fleet and 
I will be on hand when school lets out.” 

Jamie bobbed joyfully up and down on the stones. 

“‘We'll let him drive the avenue this time ’stead of me,” 
he said generously. “‘Howard is a real nice boy when he 
isn’t making faces or squeaking his slate pencil. Uncle 
Max—this won’t be a weedy thing to say, I guess—I 
don’t think Howard ought to do things like that on purpose, 
*cause it makes Miss Fay look sober.” 


Uncle Max looked sober, too. 
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“You don’t give her any trouble, do you? he asked 
quickly. “‘It isn’t manly to treat a lady badly. Nobody 
who is really a gentleman has ever done so since a band of 
brave knights a long time ago planted the beautiful “white 
flower of chivalry.’ ”’ 

He was stooping over a mass of dark green leaves that 
grew close to the ground, and he held up two or three blos- 
soms for Jamie to see. 

“Tt is supposed to have been on British soil that the 
flower started,”” he went on, “‘so I think these white English 
violets are the most like it. Their fragrance is the politeness 
and respect that we men—little brownies like you and 
long-legged duffers like me—ought to show toward every 
woman, no matter how poor or plain or common she is. 
I think I'll have to tell you and Howard some stories about 
those Round Table Knights who first planted the flower.” 

. “Oh, yes, so we'll know how to raise politeness violets 
for Miss Fay and the popcorn woman, and my mamma 
and Mrs. Flynn and everybody.” 

““You must have plenty of blue ones with them, for 
truth and faithfulness. See what a pretty boquet they 
make together.” 

“Shall I take them to Miss Fay as I did the lilies 
yesterday? She’s an awful nice teacher, Uncle Max; she 
hardly ever gets cross. I guess she must have a pretty nice 
thought garden hasn’t she?” 

“Tt has one fault, in my opinion,” said Uncle Max, so 
low that Jamie hardly heard him. 

The little boy waited to hear what the fault was, for 
he felt sure it could not be a very large one; but Uncle Max 
was silent so long looking at the violets in his hand, that the 
breakfast bell called them to the house and ended their 
garden talk for that day. 


(To be continued.) 


THE SUN’S MESSAGE TO MAMIE 


When the Sun came up, the Sun said to me, 
““Was ever an owner of gold like me? 

I pour it out till the world is fed, 

And warmed and lighted and put to bed. 
Did you ever think what it means to be 

A tireless giver of good like me? 
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I shine and shine, as glad to bring 
Light to the waif as light to the king; 
I know no caste, I know no ill— 

I shine to bless, I shine to fill, 

I shine to gladden, I shine to warm, 
I shine to bring into life and form; 

I shine that Infinite Good through me 
May tell its love to hu-man-i-ty.” 


“Oh, tell me, Sun,” I said, “‘tell true 

What can I do to be like you? 

You are so great, so bright, so high, 

Your shining fills all earth and sky. 

What can a little, wee girl do 

To help the great, big Good shine through >”’ 


“You're just the one,” said the smiling Sun, 

““To do greater works than I have done. 

Walls and doors may shut me out, 

But you can enter the prison of doubt, 

And with one sunny smile make light and glad 
The heart that is heavy and dark and sad; 
There’s a shining, wee girlie, they, only, can do 
Who have love in their hearts, and thoughts that are true. 
For the home of Good is the heart, 

And the rays of its love are the shining part. 

Be faithful, like me, and you will bring 

To win'try lives the joy of Spring; 

Will awaken the song birds, and bring the bloom, 
And color and gladness and rich perfume. 

Day in and day out, day out and day in, 

Shine and shine, and shine again 

Shine in the morning, and shine at noon, 

Shine through the stars and shine through the moon, 
For if with glad shinings the day you keep, 
The heavens of joy will shine while you sleep. 

I am I, and you are you; 

Each to our shining will be true. 

I’ll shine for the earth, the sea, the land, 

And you may shine for the Booster Band. 
Shining together, you and J— 

One on the earth, and one in the sky— 
Reversed in the heart of the Father’s Love, 
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I below, and you above, 
Together we'll shine and shine and shine, 
You in your sphere, and | in mine.” 


That’s what the great Sun said to me, 

That’s why I‘m shining as hard as can be, 

And that’s why this jingle-de-jingle-de-de 

Came out of the sunshine for you and me. 
—Mamie. 


BOBBY’S DREAM 
Lewis A. WALMSLEY 


OBBY was tired. His long tramp had been 
fruitless. He had visited all of his favorite 
haunts between the place where the water from 
Burge’s spring trickles down the bluff and 
spreads out into a marshy pool on the flat 
ground of the river bottom, to the place where 
the ever encroaching railroad tracks crowd in 
close to the bluff, forming a barrier beyond 

which there is not much of interest to Bobby. 

To be sure, he had seen many kinds of birds, animals 
and plants that had momentarily attracted his attention. 
For hours he had searched diligently, had turned over every 
log, flat rock and piece of sheet iron that he had passed, 
and had not found a single snake—not even a garter snake. 

Only last week he found a salamander under the rail- 
road tie lying in the edge of the marshy place at this end of 
his tramp. Now if he had only found another salamander 
—his eyes brightened at the thought. But his salamander 
days were rare occasions, and to be celebrated 

He was lying on his back under some elderberry bushes 
who’s soft leaves were beginning to harden under these first 
real warm days of late spring. His eyelids began to droop 
— yes, he finally decided he might have been satisfied even 
with a garter snake to add to his collection of pets at home 


—his eyelids drooped still farther 


He sat up suddenly and looked through the elderberry 
leaves. There, not ten feet away was another boy holding 
a heavy stick, poised ready to hit a little snake. Bobby 
started up, hoping he could persuade the boy to let him have 
it instead of killing it; but paused with surprise on hearing 
a wee little voice say: 
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“Oh deary me! Was there ever anybody as unfor- 
tunate as we garter snakes? I don’t see why people hate us 


““*Cause you're a nasty, clammy old snake,” said the 
boy loathingly. 

The little snake shrank closer to the ground, and it’s 
red and black forked tongue quivered in and out from sheer 
nervousness. Then, the boy’s words began to hurt her 
pride and she answered, indignantly: 

“T am sure no one is cleaner than we are, or has a 
prettier coat, and when it gets old and dingy, we just shed 
our skins and have a beautiful new coat, and I’m sure that 
it is more than you people ever do.” 

The boy leaned a little closer and looked at the long 
yellow lines running her whole length with the markings of 
red, black and brown between. 

“Well, maybe you aren’t so nasty and clammy as I 
thought you were,” he hesitated, “but you ought to be 
killed ‘cause you eat little animals, and—and ‘cause you're 
poison and bite people.” 

The little snake hung its head. ‘We do kill other 
animals, but only for food, and because our teeth aren't 
made like yours, so that we can bite into fruit or chew 
vegetables. They are like little curved needles and all 
point back, so that when we eat anything we have to swal- 
low it whole. But then we never kill anything just for fun 
as I see you boys do, and I’m sure if we could eat all the 
nice things you can, we'd never kill anything at all. And 
as for biting people and being poison, why! I never bit 
anyone in my life, and none of my near relations are poison. 
My big cousins, Black snake and King snake, kill the poison 
snakes and won't let them stay around here.”’ 

The boy began to feel friendly toward her, then stiff- 
ened and began: “But our preacher says i 

“‘Look here now,” said the snake, “‘Don’t you start that 
old story about the serpent tempting Eve! The Jack-in- 
the-Pulpit told me all about that and he said he believed 
that Adam and Eve had been drinking too much hard cider, 
and were seeing things. And even if it did, you can’t blame 
us for what one serpent did thousands of years ago. 

“Oh dear me! We garter snakes do have so much 
trouble. People nearly all try to kill us and it’s so hard to 
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get away. ‘They aren’t afraid of us like they are of my 
big cousins, and they can see our pretty colored bodies so 
easily. I’ve had the hardest time keeping out of the way of 
that boy Bobby today. If everybody knew as much about 
us and where to find us as he does, I don’t know whatever 
we'd do. *He don’t kill us, but he brought my brother back 
and turned him loose last week, and he says, ‘It’s just 
terrible. That boy keeps us in a barrel in his back yard, 
and of couse, while we don’t mind much going without 
food for a few weeks, it’s just awful to have to stay all 
bunched up in a barrel in the hot sun all day, and then he 
forgets to water us sometimes, and we nearly die.’ ” 

Bobby felt so sorry, he wanted to apologize to her for 
not giving her brother better treatment. He sat up with a 
start and got his eyes open in time to see the garter snake 
glide into the grass and disappear, but the boy was no where 
in sight. 

“Well, whether I dreamed that or not, I'll try to take 
better care of my pets after this,” said Bobby, as he slowly 
and thoughtfully climbed the bluff on his homeward way. 


THE MYSTERY OF THE SEED 


Children dear, can you read 
The mystery of the seed— 
The little seed that will not remain 
In earth, but rises in fruit and grain? 


A mystery, passing strange, 
Is the seed, in its wondrous change; 
Forest and flower in its husk concealed, 


And the golden wealth of the harvest field. 


Ever around and above, 

Works the invisible love; 

It lives in the heaven and under the land, 

In blossom and sheaf, and the reaper’s hand. 


Sower, you surely know 

That the harvest will never grow, 
-Except for the angels of Sun and Rain, 
Who water and ripen the springing grain! 


Awake for us, heart and eye, 


Are watchers behind the sky; 
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There are unseen reapers in every band 


Who lend their strength to the weary hand. 
When the wonderful light breaks through 


From above, on the work we do, 
We can see how near us our helpers are, 
Who carry the sickle, and wear the star. 


Sower, you surely know 

That good seed will never grow 

Except for the angels of Joy and Pain, 
Who scatter the sunbeams, and pour the rain! 


Child, with the sower, sing! 

Love is the everything! 

The secret is deeper than we can read; 

But we gather the grain if we sow the seed. 
—Lucy Larcom. 


“If we're thoughtful just this minute, 

In whate’er we say and do; 

If we put a purpose in it 
That is honest, through and through, 

We shall gladden life and give it 
Grace to make it all sublime, 

For, though life is long, we live it 
Just this minute at a time.” 


H. Raymond Fewell, of Marseills, Ill., an eight year 
old Booster, sends in his first letter and tells of his many 
demonstrations of God’s protecting love and care. He lives 
a mile from town and goes to school every day. He is in 


the third grade. 


Florence May Hayes, of Cortez Island, British Colum- 


bia, is a member of the Booster Club there, and likes to read 
Wee Wisdom. 


Andrew de Wilde, of Transvaal, South Africa, writes 
a little letter plain as print, in which he tells his love for 
Wee Wisdom and knows we will all have a happy Christ- 
mas because the war is over. Of course it has taken a 
long, long time for this little message to come way from 


South Africa, for it started before Christmas. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month be- 
fore the date of issue. 


HE Easter Rabbit is late this year. Lots of 
times I have seen him come almost on April 
Fools’ Day. Oh, well he is welcome anyway. 


Of course you all know why the egg is used 

as the symbol of Easter! Did you ever stop 

to think how long the little chick lies in the 

egg, or rather how long the possibilities of the 

little chick lie in the egg> Just think, the egg 
is just an egg, but when the mother hen warms it under her 
wings and keeps it away from the cold air, pretty soon a 
little life is born and all of a sudden the shell is pecked 
through and a little chicken steps out. Did you ever com- 
pare this to the pretty grass and the beautiful wild flowers 
which lie as merely roots and seeds until the warmth of the 
sun and the caresses of the soft south wind wake them and 
call them forth to their true expression as wonderfully col- 
ored creations of nature. 

So it is dears, that the Christ Child is called forth in 
each of us as he was raised from the tomb many years ago. 
We do not realize that he is with us, but under the warm 
glow of smiles and kind words and with the tender touch of 
loving hands and work of willing feet, he is born and we 
see him expressed in everything that we do and say. 

The Boosters here at Unity are going to have an Easter 
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program. We always have good times and we know that 
God is our inspiration and protection. The Unity Boosters 
have been making lots of demonstrations of God’s protec- 
tion and guidance lately. Can’t you write your experience ? 
We should all be interested in it. I am waiting to hear 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have let you 
wait a long time for a letter, but I have 
been so busy with my studies that I did 
not have much time for writing letters. 
I am doing much better in school. I am 
sending you a picture of myself, taken 
. in our back yard. Aunt Katherine will 
send your traveling expenses so you can 
continue visiting me. Lovingly yours, 
Mabel Walz. 
We are glad of a glimpse of 
Mabel’s smiling face, for it has 
been a long time since we had a 
word from her. 


Savannah, Ga. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—At last I have 
the money to pay your traveling expenses 
for another year. I have saved it up 
from my own money and blessed it, and 
= so have made it better for you. I am 
Mabel Walz getting along fine in school. Am leading 
the classes in history and sometimes in 
‘science. Almost every child in my class was deficient in some study, 
‘but I was not. I have two decaying teeth. Mother wants me to go 
to the dentist. Won't you give me a thought? I will try to com- 
pose a verse for you right now: 
The buds are peeping forth, 
The earth is turning green, 
And Nature’s children waking 
From their winter's dream. 


Now the sunshine’s coming, 
And the gentle rain, 
Wakes the flowers beautiful 
For Spring has come again. 
This is the first time I've tried on poetry. Yours in Love and 
‘Truth, Mabel Culpepper. 


Brush your teeth thoroughly every day and declare for 
them that they are filled with the Substance of Spirit. 


7 
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West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Boosters—We have just had a hard storm from the north 
and there are many paths to be shovelled off, and I am the one who- 
has it to do. The nurse is still at school, examining our tongues and 
taking our temperatures, and I have had several narrow escapes, but 
the Words of Truth carried me through. Then too, Virginia and | 
clean our tongues as well as our teeth every morning just before we 
go to school, so they are sure to be a bright red color when the nurse 
looks at them. When she looked at mine she said, “You are never 
sick.” Martha Turner and her sisters had to go home, but she is 
back now and she studies through all the recesses and noons, beside 
working hard in school. We all think she is just a fine girl; she is. 
such a mother to her younger brothers and sisters. We have had an- 
other fine case of healing—a man who thought he was too old to be 
healed, but after we began speaking the Words of Truth for him, he: 
suddenly found one day that he could hear the clock strike and people 
talk as well as he could twenty years ago, and he is a happy man now. 
I hope all the Boosters are working for healing as we are. Goodbye, 

Earnest Balizell, 1. H. S. Club. 


Earnest’s letters are always good, and right to the point. 
In boys’ popular language, they are “full of pep,”’ and 
we like ‘em. 
Fernie, B. C. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am always glad to have you visit me. I 
read all the nice stories and letters from boys and girls in different 
parts of the world, but I have not seen any from British Columbia. 
Are there any Wee Wisdom boys and girls in Nelson or Fernie? I 
received a nice valentine from a girl who goes to school in Vancouver. 
She is going to be a school teacher, and knew me when I| was a 
little boy. Santa brought me a pair of hockey skates and boots, and’ 
I can skate pretty good. I have not been to the rink yet, but mamma 
is going to take me next week. We had a nice icy place in our yard 
so I learned on it. Wasn't Jack Frost good to make a little rink for 
me? Fernie is a mining town and not as pretty as Nelson. There 
are no fruit trees here. I am eight. My birthday is the Ist of April. 
With love to all the wees, Freddy Coffey. 
These are good letters from Wendell and Freddy, and 
Wee Wisdom is just as glad to visit them as they are to 
have her. If there are any Boosters in Fernie or Nelson, 
British Columbia, we trust they will speak up. 
Versailles, Ky. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you, although you 
have visited me five times, and I like you very much. I am thirteen 
years old and in the fifth grade. I have been out of school for some: 
time, but I have studied at home just the same. I am trying to be 
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a good Truth student. I like to read, and at present am reading 
“Stories From the New Testament.” I-have finished “Aunt Joy's 
Nature Talks." Do you know any other books that would do for 


me? Your friend, Frances C. Jackson. 


Have you read “Wee Wisdom’s Way,” “Love's 
Roses,” ‘“Treasure Island,” or Smile-Ups?’’ These 
are books the Boosters enjoy. 

Los Gatos, Cal. 
Dear Wees—My! but this month has gone fast! It seems as 
though it were only yesterday since I wrote you last. We have 
basket ball and football at our school. The girls like football better 
than they do basket ball. We even play with the boys. I have just 
read two very interesting books, “The Nurse’s Story” by Adele 
Blenean, and “The Girl. from Alsace’ (or “Little Comrade”) by 
Burton Stevenson. We had to write a composition on “Spring” the 
other day, and I found it very easy because Spring seems to me to 
be so full of happiness and joy, so I just entered into it and wrote 
the way I felt. Things are more interesting when you write from the 
heart. I read the lovely story “Wee Wisdom’s Way,” and in a way 
it seemed to me to be full of Spring. With lots of love to all the 

Wees, Harriet Ells. 


Harriet has the right idea about writing from the heart, 
and who knows—some day she may be a famous writer. 


Transvaal, S. Africa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am going 
to write you and let you know some- 
thing about South Africa. We are 
having summer here now. Mother 
told me that in Europe they are hav- 
ing winter—is it not strange? What 
have you in America, winter or sum- 
mer? I let you know our garden is 
full of flowers, and our orchard is 
full of fruit. Wishing you a happy 
New Year, your friend, 


Amy de Wilde. 


Amy’s letter was written 
early in November, but you see 
it had a long journey before it, 
and so has just arrived recently. 
In November America is having 
Amy de Wilde Fall, Amy. That is the time 

we are harvesting our grain and 
preparing for the annual visit of Old Father Winter. 
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Spokane, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This makes the second letter that 1 have 
written to you. I received my Wee Wisdom today and was glad to 
get it. After reading all the letters in it I decided to write myself. 
I read Mary Lee Merrill's demonstration with much interest, as I 
have had many demonstrations which were very much the same. One 
of the Wees suggested that we write of some of our demonstrations 
and | for one think it would be fine to hear of all the lovely things 
my dear sister and brother Wees are doing. The “flu” “flewed’’ be- 
fore it even had time to knock at our door and am glad to hear it 
did the same with you all. Was very, very glad that Mr. Royal is. 
with us again. I will close now with a loving Easter Greeting to all 
and a wish that this will be your happiest Easter yet, and to Wee 
Wisdom I send a love offering to help pass its blessings along. With 


‘bushels of love for all I am, Emma C. Blenner. 


Hoboken, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—For Christmas | got “Wee Wisdom’s Way,” 
“Sir Smile-Ups,” and “In Christ's Garden,” and I think all three 
books are very nice. You have been visiting me quite a while, and I 
think you are lovely, and that your stories and Magic Pillows are- 
good. Many ships come into the harbor here, bringing many sick and 
wounded soldiers from overseas. I have not met any children here 
who take Wee Wisdom, therefore I cannot start a club, but 1 am 
trusting in God and I am sure he will help me. I will try to write- 

you a story soon. With love, Edna Podesta. 
Edna has a good opportunity to sow seeds of Life and 
Health around her, and we know she is doing her “‘bit’’ in 

helping our returned soldier boys. 


James W. Riley, of Leonard, Mo., sends for a Booster 
pin and says he likes Wee Wisdom very much. He sends 
this little verse, which he says he likes. 

“Be just and fear not; 
Let all the ends thou aim’st at 
Be thy country’s, thy God’s and Truth’s.” 


Geneva Teufel, of Sidney, Mich., sends a little story 
which we have not space to print this month. 


Mildred Zack, of Milwaukee, Wis., asks that we print 
her address. She would like to hear from some of the 
Boosters. Her address is 667 36th Street. 


Here are Boosters gathered together from all parts of 
the country to be enrolled with us at this meeting. We wel- 
come you fellow Boosters! Oliver Vivarttas, Edna B. 
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Lord, Marie Cleveland, Lois E. Smith, Mary Estelle 
Rutter. 


Fernie, B. C. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like to 
have you visit me. My mamma 
reads all the nice stories to me, for 
I am just five and do not go to 
school yet. My mamma is holding 
my hand and helping me to write 
you, for I would like you to know 
that when I get a bigger boy I am 
going to be a Booster. Mamma 
thinks I am too young to join, but I 
don’t. Santa brought me lots of 
nice things. I got a pair of skates 
and am learning to skate. My 
brother Freddy is writing to you too, 
and we are sending you a snapshot 
of us with our sleighs. We had lots 
of fun in Nelson, B. C., where this 
picture was taken. I have learned 
the little prayer of Faith and say it 
every day, and we know that God 
does take care of us. With love to 
you all, yours truly, 


Wendell E. Coffey. 


Wendell and Freddy Coffey 


Mary Margaret Davis, of Richland, Washington, ex- 
presses her love for Wee Wisdom and the Boosters, and 
-contributes this original poem: 

Pretty little stars, 
Watching all the night; 

Guarding o’er the world 
With tiny, twinkling light. 


Watching o’er the houses, 
Watching o’er the sea, 

Twinkling high above the world 
With smiles for you and me. 


For we are loving Boosters, 
Boosting for the right, 

And like the stars above us, 
Our love shines through the night. 


ith, 
¢ 
“4 
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Port Arthur, Texas. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have just met you for the first time tonight, 
and | like you so much that I just feel I have to write you a letter 
right now. I have read Unity Magazine, but I do not understand it 
as I do Wee Wisdom. What I have learned of the Truth has helped 
me in my studies. It has helped me to skip half a grade and be 
transferred to the High School, as soon as they have room for me, 
and I ask you to help me get there as soon as possible, so I can keep 

up with the work they have now. With best wishes, 
Louise Karisch. 


Just remember, Louise, that the resources of the All- 
Knowing Mind are open to you, and declare every day, 
“All things I am, can do and be, through Christ the Truth, 
that is in me.” 

Cortez Island, B. C. 

Dear Wees—Here | am at last! I have been a silent reader of 
your interesting letters and stories for some time. We have changed 
our Booster Club from the Fort Rouge to the Cortez Island Club. I 
am enclosing the price of a Booster pin. I am fifteen years young 
and expect to try for a school to teach, this year. It is a little country 
log school, with but one room and eighteen pupils. It is about a mile 
from our home. There was a concert here about a week ago, in 
which my sister and | took part. It was given for the Cortez 
Island Farmer's Institute. My sister Myrtle won a sofa pillow that 
was raffled off. At the next concert there will be a fancy tea-apron, a 
centerpiece and a pair of home-knitted socks, raffled. With best 


wishes to the Wees, I am yours sincerely, Bessie Hayes. 


Let us all join in knowing for Bessie that the Spirit of 
the Lord goes before and makes successful her way. 


Calabar, Mont. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading the stories, Booster Club, 
Bible Lessons, Blanche’s Corner and Our Magic Pillows, also what- 
our Royal, Secretary has to say. There is always something good for 
large and small in Wee Wisdom, and | am glad you are a visitor in 
my home. We are having a mild winter in Montana—no snow but 
more like Spring. How is the weather in Kansas City? There are 
only twelve pupils in the school I attend. Miss Clevenger is our 
teacher. Why couldn't we have a cooking and sewing corner in Wee 
Wisdom so we could learn something new? I love birds. There were 
lots of snow birds that stayed in our shed at night. May all that life- 
can hold of Joy, be yours this happy day. Lots of love. 
Jennie Russell. 


Don’t you think, Jennie, that Mother would be the best 
teacher of cooking and sewing? Suppose you give her a 
pleasant surprise by taking a big interest in the homemaking > 


WEE WISDOM 


By Mary 


Lesson 2, SUNDAY, APRIL 13, 1919. 
CHRIST OUR SAVIOR—John :35-51. 


GoitpEN Text—God so loved the world, that he gave his only 


begotten Son, that whosoever believeth on him should not perish, but 
have eternal life—John 3:16. 


(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 


The first lesson we must all learn if we would manifest Christ, is 
to put away self. We must be pure in heart, loving, and obedient to 
God's call, which comes to us from the “still small voice’’ within. 
If we are ready and willing to give up the mortal man and his 
limitations, we may enter into the glory, the joy and the peace of the 
Kingdom of Heaven. Remember, Christ ever lived in our hearts, 
waiting to save from all the snares and pitfalls which the mortal 
man leads us into, if we follow him. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What does Jesus represent in us? J Am. 

How may we be saved from the results of ignorant, error thoughts? 
By looking to Christ, and following his guidance. 

How does the Christ deal with these kind of thoughts? He “‘for- 
gives them their trespasses,"” and redeems them. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—“Christ in me, the hope 
of glory.” 


Lesson 3, SUNDAY, APRIL 20, 1919. 
THE RISEN LORD.—Matt. 28:1-10. 


GotpEN Text—He is risen, even as he said.—Matt. 28:6. 
(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 

This Easter lesson can best be brought to the understanding of the 
children by pointing out to them how life exists in the seed, and the 
egg. Show them how the little seed contains all the possibilities of the 
plant, and the flower and though it may seem unproductive for a 
time, yet when it is planted in fertile soil, nourished by sunshine and 
rain, life stirs within it, and soon it bursts into bud and blossom. Point 
out to them how, in this way, Jesus went through the appearance of 
death, that he might prove its nothingness. 
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Questions for the Children to Answer 
What is the “tomb” in us? -Ignorant thoughts which imprison the 
Christ. 
What is the stone? Personality. 
What are the angels who roll away the stone? Spiritual thoughts. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE Lesson—‘Christ liveth in me.” 


Lesson 4, SUNDAY, APRIL 27, 1919. 
THE HOLY SPIRIT OUR HELPER —Acts 2:1-8, 14-18. 


GoLpEN TExT—If ye then, being evil, know how to give good 
gifts unto your children, how much more shall your Father, who is in 
heaven, give good things to them that ask him.—Matt. 7:11. 

(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 
The “day of Pentecost was a sort of Thanksgiving Day with the 


Jews, for on this day they remembered with rejoicing, their deliverance 
from Egypt (the place of darkness). So our “day of Pentecost” is 
this time when we rejoice that we know the Truth which delivers 
from all unpleasant experiences, and lifts us up into the freedom of 
spiritual consciousness. The “devout men” are the good thoughts which 
we had not known were in our hearts until the Spirit speaks to them 
and bids them come forth. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

What does it mean to us to be delivered out of Egypt? Egypt is 
the sum total of the ignorance and error of mortal thought. To be 
delivered, is to come into the freedom of the Good and True. 

What is it to preach the gospel of Jesus Christ to all people? 
This is to teach the Truth to our thoughts, as well as to the people in 
the world. 

Explain how you would do this. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—“I rejoice that I am 
free with the freedom of the Spirit.” 


Lesson 5, Sunpay, May 4, 1919. 


MAN MADE IN THE IMAGE AND LIKENESS OF GOD. 
—Gen. 1:20-28, 2:7-9. 
GotpEN TExT—God created man in his own image.—Gen. 1:27. 
(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 

We find in this lesson that we are all created in the image and 
likeness of God—perfection. How is it then that we appear so im- 
perfect? Because we have lost sight of our unity with the Father, 
and all this time we have believed ourselves subject to error of vari- 
ous kinds, and our thoughts (which are things), have brought forth 
after their kind. So let us change our “thought-seed,” and plant a 
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garden of right thought, which shall help us to come forth in the per- 
fect image and likeness of God in which we are created. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What kind of thoughts keep us from realizing our likeness to the 
Father? Anger, jealousy, hatred, fear. 

What kind of thoughts will help us realize our unity with him? 
Love, peace, harmony, joy and all true thoughts. 

Give a helpful affirmation containing one of these words. 

HetpruL THoucHT FrRoM THE Lesson-—Because | am created 
in the image and likeness of God I am whole and perfect. 


“AND THEY FOUND THE STONE ROLLED 
AWAY.” —St. Luke 24:2. 

‘Jimmy! Here’s another, and it’s 
purple. Have you got a purple one? 
Let’s look over by the fence. I see 
something red under the rose bush. Oh 
its a whole nest of them, and here’s a 
purple one for you.” 

““No, you keep it Mary Jenny. You 
found it.” 

*“Go on an’ take it Jimmy. You 
haven’t a purple one, and I have lots. 
Let’s sit down and count them. One, two, three, four, did 
I count the green one? Oh I am all mixed up—Jimmy, 
you count them.” 

“Isn’t it nice to have Easter, Jimmy, with all the rabbits 
and eggs and things?” 

“Yes, but there’s more to it than just eggs and things. 
Course they’re all right, but I like the story "bout the big 
stone. It was a great big stone, Mary Jenny, and it was 
rolled away without anybody’s hands doin’ it.” 

*‘What did it Jimmy? Fairies? Go on and tell about 

“Well, this stone was put in front of the place where 
they laid Jesus after they took him down from the cross, 
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where they had nailed him. Next morning two women 
came and found the stone rolled away, and Jesus gone. 
My mother can tell it fine. The women were scared, but 
two angels came and told them that Jesus was not dead, 
but living.” 

“‘And was he, Jimmy 

““Why of course—don’t you know that’s why we have 
—_— celebrate “cause Jesus proved death wasn’t 
real?” 

“But how did he get the stone away? Do you suppose 
he just pushed >?” 

“T don’t really know, Mary Jenny, but I don’t think 
he did. I think he just told it to roll back, like when he 
said, ‘Peace, be still,” to the waves. Mother says true 
words are the strongest things in the world. My daddy says 
that this year a big stone has been rolled off the whole 
world. He means because the war is over—an’ he says 
more people are thinking about the risen Christ, an’ that 
it’s a mighty happy Easter time,” 

“Tt is too, isn’t it Jimmy? But what makes the rabbits 
bring the pretty colored eggs >?”” 

““Oh, I guess because they want folks to be happy like 
they’s ought, when they remember that death ain’t the Truth 
at all, but just only Life is.” 


BOTTLE THE SUNSHINE 


Bottle the sunshine up, my dears, 
And lay it safely away; 
Hammer the cork in good and tight, 
Keep for a rainy day; 
For clouds will come and showers will fall, 
And earth and sky look sad; 
Then fling the cheery rays about, 
And make the old world glad. 
Bottle the sunshine up, my dears, 
Sweet temper lay away; 
Carry through life a smiling face, 
And let your heart be gay. 
There’s sorrow plenty in the world, 
And strife and bitter pain, 
So line the clouds with golden beams, 
And sing a glad refrain. 
—Lizzie De Armond, in Young People. 
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On Easter Morning, fair and sweet , 
InEaster bonnet Gaily dressed. 

[ hunt = the garden fence 
To find the Easter rabbits nost 


[ look around the currant bush, 
And part the brown grass as go; 


I knoe! down by tho hopvine polo. 2 


Thon soarch behind the rhuberb row HK 
Whon Ihave gone almost around, 
And come again close to the ¢gafe. 
I seo the nest between two weeds 
And init i Eastor find eight. 
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